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emerald curve, before he benignly consented
to approve. It would be wiser, perhaps, for him
to consider whether, if Michael Angelo had had
the building of him, his own personal style would
not have been more impressive.

It is not to be doubted that minds are of as
many different orders as cathedrals, and that the
Gothic imagination is vexed and discommoded
in the vain endeavour to flatten its pinnacles,
and fit itself into the round Roman arches. But
if it be impossible for a man to like everything,
it is quite possible for him to avoid being driven
mad by what does not please him; nay, it is the
imperative duty of a wise man to find out what
that secret is which makes a thing pleasing to
another. In approaching St. Peter's, one must
take his Protestant shoes off his feet, and leave
them behind him, in the Piazza RusticuccL
Otherwise the great Basilica, with those out-
stretching colonnades of Bramante, will seem to
be a bloated spider lying in wait for him, the
poor heretic fly. As he lifts the heavy leathern
flapper over the door, and is discharged into the
interior by its impetuous recoil, let him dis-
burthen his mind altogether of stone and mortar,
and think only that he is standing before the
throne of a dynasty which, even in its decay, is
the most powerful the world ever saw. Mason-
work is all very well in itself, but it has nothing
to do with the affair at present in hand.